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| can't believe you actually want to come to Stoke.." Slash sighed, shaking his head a little, "| mean, honestly- 


it's my cousin's wedding! Scotts not sharing a room with anyone- you could bunk in with him.." 


Slash looked up hopefully from throwing his bag into the car-boot. Duff didn't respond positively, much to 
Slash's disappointment. He just shot him a dirty look before he too tossed his bag into the boot. 


"-Sure you don't wanna stay in London for the weekend, with the rest of the guys?" Slash tried again, hoping 
he could annoy Duff enough to make him stay. 


"No, | don't wanna stay in London! Don't you want us to spend the weekend together?" Duff asked. 


Slash made a mental note- Duff had pulled out his weapons. He was pouting at Slash with his head cocked to 


one side, making him look rather like a confused puppy, the effect made even more deathly by his large, sad, 
hazel eyes. 


"Well, yeah, of course | do! But it's a long drive, and | swear Duff, if you start complaining about how boring it 
is, or whining about why we're taking so long, | don't know wha-" Slash warned, before being cut off by Duff. 


"Babe, | won't. I'll be good as gold, | swear." 
Duff's smile was almost too angelic. 
Still looking rather doubtful, Slash slid into the driver's seat of his Jaguar. 


"Fine... Just hurry up!" 


Slash was right- it was a long drive, and it didn't take long for Duff to start getting restless. At the moment, 
he was fiddling with the radio, flicking between stations. -There was only so much Slash could take. 


"Oh dear god, stop! Please, stop!" Slash exclaimed, clearly exasperated. 
Duff turned to look at him, innocent hazel eyes questioning. 
‘lm sorry... | didn't mean to piss you off.. I's just..well..a very long drive." 


Slash sighed, "I know, | know... I'm sorry babe... | know it's as boring as fuck, but it shouldn't be too much longer. 
Why don't you have a nap or something? Itll pass the time." 


Duff's eyes glinted wickedly, "Speaking of ‘fuck’... I've got a good idea..." 
Slash managed to cast a sidelong glance at the blond, who had a grin plastered to his face. 


"What?" he asked suspiciously, knowing that with that kind of a grin, Duff had to have something in mind. 


Duff didn't respond verbally; instead, he leaned over in his seat and started nibbling on Slash's ear. Gently, he 
took Slash's lobe between his teeth, nipping on it lightly and causing Slash to groan softly. 


"Damn.. Duff, you shouldn't do this.. What if-" Slash started, before Duff cut him off by placing a long, slim 


finger over his lips. 


"Shut up Slash," Duff chuckled, moving to nip playfully at Slash's neck before he ran his tongue over a section 


of it. 


Slash laughed, "No, seriously babe. Stop it." and made a half-hearted attempt to bat Duff away from his neck, 


only to be rewarded with a curt nip on his neck. 


As Slash yelped in surprise, Duff quickly tugged down the zipper of his jeans before easing out Slash's cock. His 
long fingers encircled the throbbing member, gripping it firmly. His hand glided smoothly up the shaft and he 


could feel it firming in his grasp. He glanced at Slash, who had an unsteady expression on his face. 
"Oh, god.. Duff... No.." Slash moaned as the car swerved slightly. 


They were pulling out onto a motorway, which, luckily, was not too busy. Slash desperately tried to control the 
car, fighting against succumbing to the pleasure Duff was inflicting upon him with every stroke of his hand. 


Duff smiled wickedly, continuing to pump Slash's now fully erect cock in his hand, ignoring Slash's helpless 
protests. It had been a while since they'd done anything ‘risky’ like this. It was almost sex in a public place; Duff 
smirked at the thought. 


Duff continued to nibble and lick at Slash's neck, pumping his hand in a regular motion. He could tell that Slash 
was fighting the desire to buck his hips up into his hand, as he usually did, and was instead desperately trying 
to keep his hips still and concentrate on the road. -He was beginning to lose control of the gas pedal, and the 

car was chugging and bumping along at an unsteady pace. Duff could only imagine how suspicious it must have 


looked from outside. 


Duff could tell from Slash's moans and glazed eyes that he was on the verge of his orgasm, and so he stopped 
his motions abruptly. 


Slash let out a sharp groan, then whined pleadingly, "Duff, oh my god.. You can't do this to me, not now.. Fuckin’ 
tease.. Oh, god.. Please.." 


Just hearing the desperation in Slash's voice sent a thrill through Duff. 


"Don't worry babe.. I've just got to finish you off properly, that's all." Duff whispered. 


Wetting his lips with his tongue, he swerved down to Slash's crotch, faced with his throbbing erection. Sliding 
out his tongue from his mouth, Duff flicked it over the tip of Slash's cock, barely touching it. 


Slash whimpered, "Ungghh.. No, Duff- | swear, I'm gonna crash the car if you do that..." 


He reached down a hand to try and ease Duff away from his crotch, but Duff remained concentrated on what 
lay before him. Duff bobbed his head down, and in one swift movement had Slash's cock completely engulfed in 


his mouth. Slash's breath caught in his throat as Duff sucked, constricting the shaft in his mouth and drew 
off it slowly. 


Slash tried once again to pull Duff away, but to no avail. Duff refused to lose focus on the task ahead of him. 
Despite Slash's protests, Duff continued his work, swirling his tongue around the head of Slash's straining cock, 
eliciting desperate groans from Slash. 


Slash's fingers found themselves holding onto tufts of blond hair; having given up on stopping him, he just 
wanted to touch Duff somehow. Slash let his hand rest there as Duff bobbed skilfully up and down, his warm, 
moist mouth moving over Slash's erection. Slash seemed to be losing the battle against his instincts, as he 
helplessly bucked his hips up into the slick wetness of Duff's mouth. He bucked his hips up sharply, taking Duff 
by surprise- he could feel himself hit the back of Duff's throat and immediately feared that he may hurt him 
with his rough actions. Duff didn't seem to be bothered by Slash's bucking, and let him slide in deeper. 


The sensations he felt were almost too much for Slash to handle, and he was beginning to lose control of his 


steering. He felt himself falling into a drift, becoming lost in the ecstasy Duff made him feel. 


Shaking himself back to reality, Slash managed to swerve just in time to avoid hitting the back of a truck. The 


sudden movement of the car caught Duff off-guard, and Slash heard a soft ‘thud as Duffs head hit the 
bottom of the steering wheel. 


"Ngh!" Duff grunted in surprise. 


Slash was about to chuckle, but instead let out a heady moan as Duff suddenly picked up the pace again. He 
could feel himself shivering as the final stage of ecstasy crept up on him, each of Duff's movements driving 
him nearer to the edge. Duff could feel his own erection straining maddeningly against his jeans, but refused to 


let his mind stray from the moment he was in, concentrating on giving Slash all the pleasure he could. 


Finally, Slash couldn't take it anymore and let out a sharp cry of pleasure as he came, deep in Duff's throat. 
Duff swallowed instinctively, milking Slash of the last drops of cum and licking his cock clean. 


He tucked Slash's limp member back into his jeans, before sitting back up. Slash's face was still clouded over 
with ecstasy, and his breathing was laboured. Duff could still feel his erection straining against the denim of 
his jeans, but ignored it, gazing at his lover. 


"l- | can't believe you just did that." Slash managed to gasp, finally gathering together enough breath. 
Duff chuckled, leaning over to place a kiss on Slash's neck. Slash reached up a hand to tangle in Duffs hair, 


letting his calloused fingers scrape lightly over his scalp for a moment before placing his hand back on the 


steering wheel. 


"Oh, just you wait until we get to the hotel... I'm gonna fuck you good and hard," Slash smirked, "You fucking 
deserve it, you evil little bastard." 


Duff laughed, tossing his head back against the seat. "And you kiss your mother with that mouth?" 
| can do a lot more than kiss my mother with it, and you know it." Slash chuckled 


"Indeed | do, Mr Hudson.. Indeed | fucking well do..." Duff smiled affectionately, reaching over and placing his hand 


on Slash's knee. 


